
rUKS SETTING THE JUMP ON »"R fANG WHEN 
VOU TAKE OFF WITH A GOOD BREAKFAST 

HNcSdiNGA BIO BOWLFUL. OF ^K FRU.T, AN ° 
..«jcA-rie<= "P.CEAKFAST OF CHAMPIONS. 

W ^lTdIo^rS«ent, winning flavor ,n those 

eWSP-TOASTSD, MALT-S.WEET FLAKES. THE KIND 
OF -MP-AN'-AT-'EM" FOOD VALUES THAT MAKE 
WHEATIES £ TUNING TABLE FAVORITE WITH 
MANY FAMOUS COACHES. STAR ATHLETES. 

FINISH OFF LOTS of milk, fruit AND wheaties, . 
-BEEAKFAsT OF CHAMPIONS" — EVERY MORMINS. •* 
IS A CHAMPION START... TOWARD A 
CHAMPION! DAY. 
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' «>« WICKY'S 
TREASURE HUNT 

^f^By ROD REED ^ & 



THE MOON wn round 
and bright, but that just 
made the shadows all the 
blacker. The wall of the aban- 
doned factory loomed like a 
menacing giant over the va- 
cant lot. The broken and rot- 
ting oak tree appeared to be 
a big skeleton hand, ready to 
clutch and strangle anyone 
foolish enough to get too near. 

Under the tree two figures 
worked hurriedly, digging. 
The clanking of their shovels 
sounded like the rattle of 
ghost chains in the still night 
A big dog, standing off a few 
paces from the diggers, stuck 
his nose straight up in the air 
and bayed mournfully at the 
moon. 

"O'Shawnessy ! Shut up!" 
cried one digger. 

"Chee. that gives me the 
creeps." whispered the other, 
as the dog's voice trailed to 
silence, "That sounded like a 
death howl. Maybe we better 
get outa here an' come back 
oily in the morning." 

"What's the matter. Boit- 
you yellow?" asked the first. 

"Listen. Wicky. anybody 
says I'm yella has got to take 
it back or— or else!" Boit Bird 
already had dropped his shovel 
and had his fists clenched as 
he said It 

Wicky Burke responded 
quickly. "I didn't say you was 
yellow. I just asked was you 
yellow.- 



"Well, I ain't," replied Boit 
"Only— well— how do you 
know there's a busied treasure 
here, anyway?" 

"I already told you. I told 
you I had a dream and I saw 
buried treasure under this old 
tree plain as day. And I told 
the dream before breakfast so 
that makes it's gotta come 
true. The treasure's bound to 
be here- 
in the heated discussion, 
the boys failed to notice a 
black car moving slowly in the 
street beside the vacant lot. A 
hand was thrust out the car 
window, moonlight glinted for 
a second on bright steel and 
there was a loud cuh-rack! 
Just over their heads the boys 
heard a horrifying whine. 
Dropping their shovels they 
broke all track records getting 
out of that lot. O'Shawnessy. 
with four legs to run on, barely 
kept pece. 

gEARS GROWLED as the 
block car picked up speed. 
As it rolled away, the driver 
snarled at the other occupant, 
a man holding a smoking pis- 
tol. •Fool! Jerk! Idiot!" 

"Aw. Weasel," said the roan 
with the gun. plaintively. 
"Don't call me them ntmes 
just 'cause I missed. That vas 
a hard shot." 

"Lucky for us you did 
miss," grunted Weasel. "You 
want us to burn for coolin' a 
couple of kids?" 



"But Weasel, if they kept 
on diggin' they would of dug 
up The Gold." 

"Sure," said Weasel. "Sure. 
We got to stop 'em from dig- 
gin' up The Gold. But shoo tin' 
ain't the way, Dopehead. We 
got to figure out some other 
way." 

Dopehead looked bewild- 
ered. Me knew Weasel was 
smart. He knew Weasel was 
the brain. Stilt, shooting 
seemed to be the simplest way. 
The only way. 

Now more than a mile from 
the vacant lot Weasel brought 
the car to a halt. "Those kids. 
Diggin' there. We got to stop 
'cm." It was Weasel talking 
aloud but mostly to himself. 

"I did stop 'em," put in 
Dopehead. 

"Yeh Yeh. But theyH be 
back You scared 'em away 
but they'll be back If they 
think somebody don't want 
'em to dig. they'll dig. What 
do you think they were dig- 
ging for?" 

"Fish in' worms?" suggested 
Dopehead. 

"No. not at night Not there. 
They must've been playing 
treasure hunt" 

"Treasure hunt?*" repeated 
Dopehead. 

"Sure." Mid Weasel. "All 
kids play treasure hunt. They 
go out and make like they're 
digging for a pirate trrasure. 
Didn't you ever play treasure 
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hunt when you was a Wd7" 

"No," laid Dopehead. "1 
guess I was too busy stealing 
bicycles." 

Weasel was silent for a mo- 
ment Then he snapped his 
finger. 

"I got it," he said. "I got a 
way to stop 'em without 
rousln' nobody's suspicion. 
The way they will stop diggin' 
for buried treasure is if they 
find it. We got to see that they 
And IV 

JJOPEHEAD stealthily ap- 
proached the old oak tree 
under which the boys had 
been digging. In one hand he 
carried a cigar box. Quietly he 
deepened the hole already 
started— deepened it by only 
a few inches. Then he placed 
the cigar box in the hole. Pick- 
ing up the shovel again, he 
started to scrape dirt toward 
the box. He stopped. Laid 
down the shovel. Took out the 
box. Opened it. 

From the cigar box he re- 
moved ten one dollar bills. 
"This is real, genuine money 
that Weasel gave me to put in 
here." he said to himself. "No 
use to waste it when I got 
something that will do better." 
Having removed the ten one 
dollar bills, he took a $50 bill 
and put it in the box. Then 
he carefully buried the box 
and threw the shovel to one 
side. 

Weasel had guessed right 
when he asserted the two 
scared boys would return and 
start digging again. The bright 
sunshine of the following 
morning chased all fears from 
Wicky Burke and Boit Bird. 
Right after breakfast they 
were together, ready to go 
back to the vacant lot and the 
broken oak tie*. 



"Whoever shot at ua 
wouldn't dare to do it again 
in the daytime— would they?" 
■aid Boit, picking up a shovel. 

"No, of course not," said 
Wicky. "Besides, it was prob- 
ably only just a backfire. You 
ran away too quick. It was 
only just a backfire." 

"I ran away?" exclaimed 
Bolt with Indignation. "I could 
just only barely keep up with 
you." 

"Well, my dog O'Shawnessy 
was seared and I had to run 

after him to protect him," said 
Wicky, digging. 

"I'll bet you—" Boit'a words 
were cut short as a shovel 
struck wood. With bare hands 
the boys scraped the dirt away 
from the cigar box. Eagerly, 
furiously, they tore it open. 
With eyes as big as saucers, 
they looked speechless at the 
$50 bill. 

* ? ^V OULD you cnan ee this 
for us? We want two 
$25 bills," said Wicky. 

Mr. Magill. the candy store 
man, examined the $50 bill 
critically. "A fifty." he said. 
"Hmm. Where'd you boys get 
this?" 

"We foun— " started Boit. 

Wicky interrupted. "We 
earned it." he said. "We earned 
it working. Half of it's his and 
half of it's mine." 

"Hm." said Mr. Magill. 
"Well, wait just a minute. I'll 
have to phone the bank as I 
haven't any $25 bills in the 
store right now. Wait just a 

Mr. Magill went to the back 
room of the store and used 
the phone. Wicky and Boit 
couldn't hear what he was say- 
ing. Presently he came back, 
smiled, and said, "Wait just a 
few minutes. The man from 
the bank will be here." 

Presently two men came. 
But they weren't from the 
bank. They were detectives. 
"Where'd you boys get this 
counterfeit bill?" one of them 
asked. 



Surprised now, and scared, 
Wicky and Boit told the truth. 
They led the detectives to the 
lot, pointed out the hole. 
O'Shawnessy, who had fol- 
lowed along, sniffed at the 
hole and began digging with 
his forepaws. "Cut it out, 
O'Shawnessy," said Wicky. 
"We already got the treasure 
—and it's no good." 

But when the detectives and 
the boys walked • few paces 
away to where the cigar* box 
had been thrown, O'Shawnessy 
started digging again. One of 
the detectives picked up the 
cigar box with a handkerchief. 
"Should be fingerprints on this. 
What do you make of the 
whole thing?" 

"Somebody just wanted to 
stash a hot bill," said the other 
detective. "Figured to pick it 
up later. Maybe use it out of 
town." 

As they walked back toward 
the broken oak, O'Shawnessy 
was digging furiously, barking 
and howling in a most strange 

"Must've found a bone," 
said one detective, stepping 
forward to look into the hole. 
Then, "Jeepers creepers! A 
body!" 

The detectives dug, while 
two pop-eyed, frightened boys 
looked on, until they uncov- 
ered a face. "It's The Gold," 
they both exclaimed. 

"The Gold? Who's that?" 
asked Wicky. 

"Why," responded one de- 
tective, automatically, "he's a 
big racket man who disap- 
peared mysteriously. They 
called him The Gold because 
his motto was always, 'Get the 
Gold.' He—." Suddenly, aware 
of their presence, he broke off. 
"Stand back, you kids. Don't 
look at this. This ain't for 
kids to seel" 

But Wicky and Boit had al- 
ready seen enough of the bul- 
let-riddled body to give them 
nightmares. And they didn't 
feel perfectly safe until Weasel 
and Dopehead, traced by fin- 
gerprints, were securely be- 
hind bars in the state prison. 
The End 
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HOW TO CURE 
FLAT FEET 



/ ARE YOUR FEET 
Iflat?totest THEM, 

I SIMPLY PLANT YOUR 
1 BARE FEET ON A 
I] HOT STOVE. IF THEY 

8 GET BURNED ALL 

9 OVER THE BOTTOMS, 
3THEN THEY'RE FLAT! 
MF YOU HAVEN'T ANY 

fMOBt BRAINS THAN TO TRY THIS 
I YOU ALSO HAVE A FLAT HEAD.' 




FLAT FEET, COMMONLY CALLED 
CLODHOPPER COllAKE, IS CAUSED 
BY LACK OF STARCHES IN THE 
ARCHES, Oft BY DROPPING LOGS 
ON YOUR DOGS, WHICH RESULTS 
IN LOSS OF GROOVES IN THE 
HOOVES' SEE? 




TO CURE THIS MALADY 
AMD CLAP CURVES 
BACK INTO YOUR 
TOOTSIES, DON'T ATTEMP' 

TO RESHAPE THEM 

OVER AN ANVIL 



...BECAUSE THE BLOWS 
WILL CAUSE A 

catastrophic condition 
called clodhopper, 
cluster; 




ISOME PEOPLE THINK THAT 
Ttlt RI6HT METHOD OF 
FIXING YOUR FEET IS TO 
CONTINUALLY KICK 
PEOPLE AMD THINGS.... 




YEARS OF THIS WILL BEND 
YOUR DOGS SO THAT 
INSTEAD OF WALKING WITH 
CLODHOPPER CLOMP. YOU 
'ILL AM8LE 
UPSWEEP CREEP. 




THE ONLY CORRECT WA1 
TO TREAT YOUR FEET tS 
TO RUN 15 OR ZO MILES 

A day" with Billiard balls 

STRAPPED UNDER YOUR ARCHES. 




RESULT- A BEAUTIFUL 
SHAPE KNOWN AS. ALOOF 
HOOF.' THEN YOU CAN 
BECOME A TOE DANCE'S IN 
NO TIME AT AU-' 




SET WISE, YOUSE GUYS. 1 
READ THE OILTIW CORNER! 
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WE'VE GOT TO STOP THEM.' 
THE.VR6 HEAPING FOR 
WASHINGTON/ 



Eftf/m MSRRING AfM, THE GYGO'SM Si4SrS 

ffOCKST SNIP PQIYff //V C . "< 

HATETOSHOOT IT DOWN, 0UT V\( /•( 
IT'S BEST/ THE? WERE GOING 
TO &OMB THE CAPlTOL' 



(S*TE*-ATTHeHM\ A.DAA1RAL, PR. 
BPfHRTMBNT/ PRE6COTT HAS 

V^ wi^RFECTEP A ROCKET 
BOMBER THAT CAN 
fLf AKf WHERE ON 
EARTH.' HERE ARE 




REALLY * THEN I YOU CAN MAKE A SHIP THAT 
T PONT FEEL WILL REACH THE MOON 

ALL/ _ y^-v~m A ^ U . V E 

, POKE AMERICA 
^jsSSi' ^ L\\-*sf#?fl A GREAT 



C APTAI N MARVEL MAGIC FOLDER 

JSB Raffle >nur friends. See them try 
SS3 w fiU CAPTAIN MARVEL in 
the p.|« of '»» m»sic folder. 
— Few can find him. Load> of fun. 
gg Only 5* each. AC V. 



CAPTAIN MARVEL'S ROCKET RAIDER * 




Different! Round, 
ni. torpedo-like plane of the 
with CAPTAIN MAR- 
■ Colorful! Assemble, 
t. Price 10*. 



Send your order* 
10, Cap!. Marvel 
Club, 19 W. Put- 
nam Ave., Green- 
wich, Conn. 



